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oh gpod sfookin' terms 



Treks or "I 'eats are lots more fun than chasing little 
spooks away from the front gate. Here's the trick that keeps 'em on 
pod spookin' terms... Milky Way candy, with that thick 
milk chocolate coating cowering a dreamy, rich caramel layer o 
a double helping of malted milk nougat, m-m-m! 
Halloween's on the way so be leady a 
plenty ol luscious Milky Ways. 

Buy 'em by the box for f 

"Tiicks or treats" 




M-m-milkyWay 



money can't buy mote m-m-M-fn . 



KING OF THE COWBOYS 



.BARNEY WRIGHT! HOW ARE 
FELLA? AND WHAT DOES THE 

STATE GAME RANGER WAfJT 
TODAY- - 




—SERIOUSLY, I'D LIKE YOU 
TO HELP ME WfTH A LITTLE, 
JOB OF SPOTTING POACHERS! 
CAN'T YOU TAKE A DAY OFF 
FROM YOUR DEPUTY JOB? 



look! I'll leave a 
note for sheriff 
walker! he's due 
in the office half 
an hour from now.. 




THERE'S MY 
PLANE! WE'LL 
DO THIS SPOTTING 
FROM THE AIR ! 
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CHANGES OF A DDR ESS "should reach us five weeks i 



i in U.S.A. Dtsi 



dby 



I'LL TRY TO FIND A PLACE TO CAMP- 
SHELTERED, AND CLOSE TO WATER... 
IF THERE IS SUCH A PLACE IN THIS 
BARREN MESA . . 




SAY! YOU'RE BUILDING Kjsip* THAT'S RIGHT, 
THAT SHELTER JUST jK3f7 BARNEY! THE SMALLER, 
BIG ENOUGH FOR Jffl&i THE WARMER- -- FOR 
ONE- 




YOU MAY HAVE TO SPEND A COUPLE OF NIGHTS 
HERE-- -UNTIL I CAN BRING A PLANE BACK' 
TO CARRY YOU OUT... AFTER THAT, I'LL START 
COMBING THE COUNTRY FOR *""' ~ 
POACHER'S PLANE!' 




"AFTER THAT "MY EYE 

YOU WAIT TWO DAYS, THOSE BIRDS 
WILL HAVE MOVED THEIR PLANE 
OUT OF THE STATE, AND FIXED 
UP WATERTIGHT ALIBIS! THEY 
KNOW THERE WILL BE A SEARCH J 
FOR US. 



---AND THEY KNOW THE BULLET HOLES 
IN OUR WRECKAGE WILL SUGGEST AIR 
ATTACK! THEY'LL BE HIDING, RIGHT NOW- 
WAITING FOR DARKNESS TO FLY OUT OF 
THIS MESA COUNTRY! AND LAND 
SOMEWHERE ELSE, UNSEEN! 




AMD, TWO HOURS LATER- --WITH A 
MOON SHINING DOWN ■ • • 




a uttle farther up the can yon 

iVe made up my mind, mac- 
well BURN MY PLANE, NOW.' AND 
DRIVE OUT IN THE JEEP! THAT 
WAY, THERE'LL BE NOTHING TO 
CONNECT US WITH THE 
SHOOTING- 




WHO— 
(GULP)— 
WHO ARE 
YOU? 



DEPUTY SHERIFF 
ROY ROGERS OF 
PRONGHORN 
COUNTY! 1 HAPPEN- 
ED TO SE IN THAT 
RANGER PLANE 
YOU SHOT UP AND 
LEFT TO BURN, 
POMEROYl 





I HAVE YOUR FIN8ERPRINTS— 

ON THE STEEL TAPE YOU DROPPED 
BESIDE THAT PRONGHORN BUCK! 
AND FINGERPRINTS DON'T LIE, 
MISTER FLYING BUTCHER! NOW, { 
START WALKING— -TO YOUR 





THROUGH THE 
SMALL WINDOW 
CLIMBS A MAN 
IN PRISON GARB, 
WITH THE DARK 
FEATURES OF 
AN INDIAN I 



UGHl TURPENTINE W 
GOOD FOR FOOUNG V 
DOGS — KEEP UM I 
FROM FOLLOWING / 
■7 TRACKS 1^^ ^ ' 
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ENTERING THE LIVERY STABLE 
BY THE BACK DOOR, THE 
MURDERER OF LUKE BARLOW- 
FINDS BEN LOWDEN.-THE 
STABLEMAN, SNORING... 






WHEE-HEE-HUH-HUH- — -mmM 
HUH! ER-UH~HUH-HUHf J 
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HaLO, trigger! 

YOtfRE ALU HAiRED 
UP ABOUT SOME- 
THING I AND THE 
NEXT STALL TO 
YOU IS EMPTY--- 




THAT SHIRT? I SHOULD HOPE NOT, ROY! 
HEH, HEH! ifS A JAILBIRDS . 
OUTFIT... UH, SAY! 00 YOU 
RECKON IT GOULD HAVE BEEN" 



A JAILBIRD 

WHO STOLE THE 
BLACK? YES! ITS 
A GOOD GUESS 
THAT HE LEFT 
THESE DUDS BY 
ACCIDENT. 




- - - BUT HE MUST HAVE 
GOTTEN OTHER CLOTHES 
SOMEWHERE IN PRONGHORN! 
THE QUESTION IS, WHERE- 





GET ON THE TELEPHONE! 
NOTIFY EVERY PEACE 
OFFICER WITHIN THREE 
HUNDRED MILES, TO BE ON 
THE WATCH FOR HIM! 
AND THEN COME BACK 
HERE! ILL HAVE YOUR 
HORSE SADDLED, BINC! 





/ WE CANT, BING! EU" 
I'VE GOT AN IDEA! ILL , 
TELL YOU ABOUT rT AS ' 
WE RIDE... TAKE BULLET 
ALONG AND LEAVE H:M 
THERE---BECAU5E WE 
WONT NEED HIM, 



R SOME Ml LI 



OUT OF TOWN- 



I HAD THE MISSUS PACK SOME GRUB FOR BOTH I 
OF US, ROY- --IN MY SADDLE ROLL! BUT')'" 
ITCHING TO KNOW WHERE WE'RE GOING! 




YOU MAY BE RIGHT, BING! BUT 
I'VE KNOWN LONG KNIFE FOR A 
GOOD MANY YEARS ---AND HE 
LOVES JUSTICE, LIKE ,THE OLD 
BIBLE PROPHETS DID I 





YOU MEAN, ABOUT 
BLACK EARS? I 
KNOW THAT HE 
ESCAPED FROM , 
THE WHITE MANS 
PRISON... BUT HE 
HAS NOT, BEEN 




BUT NOW HE MUST BE CAUGHT! AND I, HIS FATHER, 
WILL HELP YOU CATCH HIM, ROY! I THINK I KNOW 
WHERE BLACK EARS HAS GONE TO HIOE---UNTIL 
THE HUNT FOR HIM ENDSlj 




(LI BE ROPED AND BUSTED! IF ROY 
DON'T TREAT THAT APACHE LIKE HE 
WAS REALLY HIS OWN FATHER ! I _ 
CANT FIGURE 'EM OUT— -EITHER f 
OF THEM! 




IY THOUGHT IS WRONG, BLACK E ARS IS HIDING 
-IN THAT MOUNTAIN RANGE 





YES---THE KOFAS---WHERE 
THE LAST MOUNTAIN PALM 
TREES GROW! THERE IS A 
HIDDEN GARDEN, PLANTED 
BY THE GREAT SPIRIT, OF 
WHICH ONLY A .VERY FEW 
APACHES KNOW! TOMORROW 
MORNING YOU WILL SEE! ,—f 




YOU TAKE OFF 
BOOTS--- 
WEAR MOCCASINS 
WE CLIMB HIGH 
PASS 



LONG AFTER DARK, WITH THEIR MOUNTS STUMBLING 
WITH WEARINESS, THEY REACH THE MOUNTAINS BASE. 





'.-./no talk now 
j7 follow - , jc 
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■ AT THE HEAD 
. OF THE CLEFT, 
A ROCK WALL 
?' IS NICKED WITH 
f FOOTHOLDS--- 
CARVED BY 
FORGOTTEN MEN. 




THERE! YOU'LL 
FOR THE MONEY 
LUKE BARLOW'S 


<EEP. 
YOU 
SAFE 


-WHILE 
STOLE 


1 LOOK 
FROM 
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— SO DOGGONE HUMAN r 

THAT HE PUTS YOU TC / YtKh-'M-A-A-Arf 

SHAME--EH, PAT ?, J WHAT 00 YpV M£AN 

HAW, HAW, HAW ■' /C ** nMT ' 9iL J. 

VAOQHW * 




WHOA? WHOA? 

OHM—AW LITTLE BOY.' 
WHO-0'OAf HE'LL 
BE KILLED 



BUT TOMMY IS NOT IN IMMEDIATE DANGER OF 
FALLING/ WITH SURE BALANCE AND A STRONG 
GRIP, BULLET HOLDS HIM ON THE iYAGONSEAT. 



( HA.HA^AfHORSlES 
/ RUN FASTER 'N' . (S 
( FASTER f GIDDAPJ J 





-AND STRUGGLES ASHORE 
WITH HIS SQUIRMING 
BURDEN! 



J WQty'WOW CAN'T ) A 
1 GET STICK FROM // H 
\\^ TOMMY/ jf/t 




FINDING A SUN-WARMED BANK, 

BULLET LETS SUNLIGHT AND PLAY 

DRY OFF MIS SMALL CHARGE— WHILE HE WAITS 

FOR HUMAN FRIENDS TO COME AFTER: THEM, 





SAVAGE WITH 
HUNGER, HIS 
MOURNFUL, HOWi, 
RISES -ON THE 
DESERT WIND,., 



.. 70 CATCH THE EARS OF HIS , 
MATE AND GROWN OFFSPRING! THE 
"DINNER CALL!' OF THE WOLF CLAN f 




TO BULLEZ THOSE HOWLS MEAN 
DEADLY DANGER— TO THE LITTLE 8DY/N 
HIS CARE. WHILE WOLVES AVOID A 
GROWN MAN, A BABY WOULD BE A TOOTH- 
SOME MORSEL FOR. THE LEAN KILLERS. 



&H&2XLrt** 




SOMETHING IN TOMMYS TOUCH SPEAKS OF 
DANGER / JUMPING SACK FROM THE HOLE,BUCL£T 
WHIRL5, SNARLING —AND THE WOLF TURNS TAIL ! 




STRUCK WITH FEAR FOR TOMMY 
RATHER THAN FOR HIMSELF: BULLET KEEPS 
UP A CONTINUOUS RUMBLE OP GROWLS AND 
SNARLS — BUT MORE WOLVES APPEAR... 



AND BEGIN TO CLOSE IN, FORTIFIED BY NUMBERS, 




The old boar beaver's strong, chisel-edged 
teeth had almost felled the young aspen tree 
at the top of a little knoll, near the pond. 
His mate watched, alert for danger. Neither 
of them wa* aware of the boy -in the brush, 
with hi* camera focussed on them. 

The young tree creaked and swayed, about 
to folL The mole beaver jumped back- 
arid at that instant -Bud Walton clicked the 
shutter of hli Lelca. His low laugh was lost 
]fl the crash of the tree, as bath beavers scut- 
tled out of the^way. 

"I caught you that time, Partners," he ad- 
dressed the pair, in a whisper. "Caught you 
getting your winter's food supply! Sure— you 
don't know that your d.ams are checking 
floods and watering square miles of pasture 
land for us ranchers. ... But you're our 
partners, all the samel Pity that ALL the folks 
you help don't appreciate it—" 

Bud caught his breath sharply, as a 
beaver's tail slapped the water of the pond, 
like a pistol shot. The danger signal! Instantly 
the pair of beavers on the knoll left their 
woodcutting and scuttled toward the water. 
KRANGI ', 

As they entered it,a rifle spoke from beyond 
the dam. The bullet tore the surface viciously 
—but missed its living target. 

Bud Walton crouched lower in the brush, 
his face suddenly white with anger. He loved 
the peaceful, harmless beavers! He admitted 
that legal trapping, in season, was necessary 
to keep their numbers down to normal ■ ■ ■ 



But THIS was like murder! He'd like to know ■ 
who— 

A dead stick snapped near the beaver 
dam- M Bud watched from hiding, two men 
appeared with a rifle and an axe. Bud knew 
the axeman by sight. He was Kyle Broome, 
a cattle breeder, whose broad alfalfa fields 
were irrigated by this same Beaver Creek. 
He had a reputation for hot temper and sharp 
business dealing. The sleepy-looking youth 
with the rifle was plainly a hired hand. 

"You'll have to do some better shooting to 
earn your pay, Jess!" the older man growled. 
"You'll get a dollar for every beaver tail you 
bring me— there's no use trying to sell pelts 
without a license . . . Look! I'll break a hole 
in their dam. When the beavers swim out to, 
fix it, you can knock them off! Just keep out 
of sight. ..." 

Heavy axe strokes shocked the stillness as 
Broome attacked the top of the dam. When 
the gushing water made further chopping 
difficult, he tossed the oxe ashore, and fol- 
lowed it. 

"If they quit showing up— chop a bigger 
hole," he told the sleepy youth. "Every year 
some of 'em come down from here and dam 
up one of my irrigation ditches. This is the 
payoff!" 

As Broome turned to leave, Bdd Walton 
rolled up another exposure |n his camera. 

"Gat him!" the boy muttered with fierce 
satisfaction. "Kyle Broome chopping the 
beaver dam— and his hired man watching, 



with a rifle! That's evidence to satisfy any 
judge! But it still doesn't save my beaver 
friends," he odded thoughtfully. 

Jess had retired into the brush with his 
rifle. There was no chance of photographing 
him in the act of shooting a beaver-sunless 
Bud could get directly behind him, unseen 
and unheard. That would take a lot of wood- 
craft— ond some risk! But Bud decided to try 
it. 

Flat on his stomach, he began inching his 
way through the underbrush in a big half 
circie— to come at Jess from behind. 

Nearly an hour later, Bud Walton guessed 
he was close. The next minute, he KNEW it— 
for from just ahead came gentle snores! Bud 
rose up for a look—and chuckled. This would 
be easy— 

Without' disturbing the snoring youth, he 
eased the rifle away. Some distance back in 
th© brush, he pushed it into a hollow, rotten 
log. He, and the beavers, had won the first 
round- But there would be constant danger 
to the little dam builders, until Broome was 
brought to trial. How could Bud protect them 
—in the absence of his father, the State Game 
Ranger? For Walton Senior would not be 
home for a week! 

All at once, ideas came crowding into the 
boy's mind. He could send a note to Broome, 
warning him that he and his hired hand had 
been photographed in the act of— 





But no! A warning would only give Broome 
time to think up some kind of a dodge. It 
would only postpone the threat to the beaver 
colony. 

There was just one other answer, to the 
problem: MOVE THE BEAVERS TO A SAFE 
.PLACE! 

It would have to be done |n a hurry! By 
tomorrow morning, Broome himself might be 
back, with another rifle! But with luck and 
hard work the job MIGHT be handied-by 
one fourteen-year-old boy! He had seen his 
Dad trap beavers alive. . . . 

If was an hour past dawn the next morn- 
ing when Bud Walton lifted the last of his 
fen cage-type beaver traps and tied it se- 
curely to one of his pack horses. They made 
a loadl Eight of them contained a fat, sassy 
beaver who pried at the wire meshes with 
hand-like forepaws. 

There might be a couple of beavers left in 
the pond, but they would be wary. Let Kyle 
Broome do his worst, now! 

The eight beavers would spend a healthy, 
if homesick, week, caged in the Waitons' 
woodshed-until Bud's State Banger Dad 
came home to take over! 



SUODENLY CHARLEY SWERVES THESKIFf'S 
BOW SHARPLY AWAY. 




"SLIM FIGURED HE D PROBABLY KILLED THE MAN, 
AND WOULD SWING FOR MURDER IF HE WAS 
CAUGHT. . . SO HE LIT OUT FOR THE MOUNTAINS. 



"HE TURNED HIS HORSE LOOSE.WHEN 

HE GOT IN AMONG THE PEAKS 

AND DID A MIGHTY GOOD JOB 

OF LOSING HIMSELF. 





" I WOULDN'T HAVE DONE ANY BETTER THAN THE 

POSSES IF I HADNYHAPPENED TO KNOW THAT 

SLIM ONCE SPENTAWINTER-TRAPPING IN THE 
TETONSf I HEADED FOR THERE, ON A HUNCH. 



"WHEN t FOUND SLJM'S BUCKSKIN'PONY FEEDING IN A 
WILD MEADOW, I KNEW MY HUNCH WAS RIGHT. " 





' I TURNED MY HORSE LOOSE WfTH 
SLIM'S.AND HEADED ON' FOOT FOR 
LOST LAKE-— ON ANOTHER HUNCH. 
IT WAS HIGH, BUT SHELTERED, AND 
FULL OFFISH A MAN COULD CATCH 
WINTER OR SUMMER. 



'SURE ENOUGH, AFTER FOLLOWING THE EDGE 
OF LOST LAKE, I SAW MAN- SIGN, THROUGH 
THE TREES.' \ 




"SLIM KNEW HE WAS COVERED AND HE 

WAS MIGHTY CAREFUL NOT TO MAKE ANY 
WRONG MOVE." 




"WHEN SLIM HAD GIVEN HIS WORD, I 
KNEW HE'D LIVE UPTO THE LETTER 
OF IT... BUT HE HADN'T PROMISED 
NOT TO ESCAPE T" 



-SO—- WHEN I SAW THE RAFT HE' D MAOE- 
I HAD AN IDEA." 



I'LL CARRY i| 
YOUR RIFLE... 1 
AND IF THERE'S 
ANYTHING YOU, 
WANT IN THE M 
CABIN, GOIN J| 
„ AND GETIT._ " 


g/ THANKS, IJ,, 
fP CHARLEY? ^ 
TtHERE'S SOME 
LEXTRA CLOTHES^ 
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-SLIM GUESSED MY THOUGHT.AND 
IT KIND OF AMUSED HIM." 




-1 KNEW WHAT SLIM WAS HOPING FOR 

BUTT DIDN'T HAVE ANYGOOD NEWS FOR HIM? 
HE DIDN'T TALK ANY MORE " 



• — UNTIL WE ROUNDED A LITTLE SIT OF AN 
ISLAND TO SURPRISE A SWIMMING BLACK- 
TAIL SUCK." 




"ALLOFASUDDEN.SLIM STARTED 
YELLING AND PADDLING WITH 
BOTH HANDS." 



- THE CLOSER WE GOT THE MORE EXCITED HE GOTf 
I DIDN'T CATCH ON THAT IT WAS ALL AN ACT, 
UNTIL " 




"WHEN ! CAME UP, MY BELT GUN WAS 
AT THE BOTTOM OF THE LAKE, AND 
SUM'S RIFLE WAS UNDERNEATH 
THE BOTTOM-SIDE-UP RAFT! 



*BEFOREI COULD GET THE THtWJ RIGHTED— ' 



1 SLIM HAD WRAPPED HIS LONG LESS 

AROUND THAT BIG BUCK.AND ftlDDEN IT 
OUT OF WATER." 




" I HEARD SLIM S WARWHOOP MOCKING ME, 
AS THEY DISAPPEARED INTO THE 
TIMBER." 



"BUT I WASN'T GIVING UP NOT BY A LONu SHOT.' 

I KNEW THAT SUCK WOULD LEAVE TRACKS 

DEEP TRACKS.CARRYING SUM'S WEIGHT. 




----UNTILITRAN INTO THICK SCRUB THAT 
SLOWED ME DOWN. . .IT HADN'T SLOWED THE 

BUCK OOWN, EVIDENTLY BECAUSE PIECES 

OFSLIM'S CLOTHING WERE CAUGHT ON THE 
BROKEN BUSHES. 




-BEYOND THE THICKETS I STRUCK MORE OPEN 
GROUNO---AND ROCKS WHERE THE TRACKS DIDN'T 

SHOW.. .BUT I KEPT GOING, AND PRETTY SOON I 

HEARD A NOISE. " 



IT WAS COMING FROM BEHIND A PATCH 
OF SPRUCE— GRUNTS AND GASPS AND 
A SOUND LIKE A SMALL STAMPEDE. I 
PUSHED THROUGH THE TREES, AND SAW.. 



"---SLIM BURKETT HOLDING ON TO THE BUCK'S SHORT TAIL, 
AND THE BOTH OF THEM GOING AROUND AND AROUND A TREE? ' 



"THE BUCK SEEMEDTOBE 

OS FRESH AS EVER 

BUT SLIM WAS WEAKENING 




THE SHOUK OF IT KNOCKED THE CRITTER 

INTO A SOMERSAULT AND. SLIM 

DID A NOSE DIVE.-. 



"THE BUCK WASN'T KNOCKED OUT, EXACTLY. . 

HE GOT HIS FEET UNDER HIM—- 

AFTER A FASHION..." 



« BUT I COULON'T SHOOT THAT PLUCKY 

DEER! AFTER ALL, HE'D HELPED WE CATCH 
MY PRISONER AGAIN? HE WOBBLED AWAY— * 





I GOT HIM ONTO HIS FEET AT LAST, AND HE 
DIDN'T GIVE ANY MORE TROUBLE, ALLTHE 
WAY BACK TO JAIL.'' 



I DID MAKE A PRETTY \ 






GOOD RIDE, CHARLEY- 






TILL HE BRUSHED ME J 






OFF UNDER A 
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BUT HE VOWED THAT HE D RATHER GO 

TO PRISON FOR LIFE THAN TAKE ANOTHER 

SUCH RIDE ON A FIGHTING BUCK' 

RECKON HE STILL 

DREAMS ABOUT IT, 

N1GHTS- 

HEH.HEHr 





NevadaWftd Horse Hunter, 



rf-V WESTERN PBIt 

/^ROUND THE TURN OF THE CEWTURY, IT 
WAS ESTIMATF.D THAT THERE WERE ABOUT 
TWO HUNDRED THOUSAND WILD HORSES 
STILL LEFT IN THE UNITED STATES. MOST 
OFTHEM WERE IN NEVADA, ARIZONA, 
UTAH AND EASTERN OREGON. THEY 
WERE USUALLY SCRUBBY ANP UNDER- 
SIZED, BUT WIRY AND FLEET OF FOOT. 
.HOWEVER.ONE WOULD OCCASIONALLY 
FIND A BUNCH OF THESE 
MUSTANGS THAT RAW 
TO PRETTY FAIR. SIZE 
AND CONFORMATION. 
THEY WERE EATING OFF 
MUCH VALUABLE GRAZ- 
ING LANDTHAT COULD 
BE USED FOR RAISING- 
CATTLE AMD THE RANCH' 
ERS STARTED KILLING- 




THEM. A GREAT MANY NEVADA COWBOYS 
WENT INTO THE BUSINESS OF MUSTAN& 
RUNNING-. THEY 8U1LT EXTENSIVE TRAPS, 
AND, BY WORKING IN RELAYS, MANAGED 
TO HAZE GREAT BANDS OF THESE*8ROOM- 
TAILS "INTO THE ENCLOSURES.THE 
LARGER ONES WERE BROKEN FOR 
SADDLE AND LISHT HARNESS HORSES. 
THE REST WERE SENT TO THE*K!LLERS." 
THESE NEVADA BOYS 
WORE BOOTS OF ABOUT 
KNEEJ-fEiGHTAND A 
SMALL HAT. THEIR CHAPS 
WERE SHAPED LIKE A 
BLACKSMITH APRON ANP 
FRINGED ALL ARO.UND. 
THEY RODE CENTER-FIRE 
SADDLES AND USED AN 
EXTRA-LONG LARIAT. 



THERE'S EVERYTHING EV/ERV BOY WANTS IN. 

UONELTRAIN8 



WITH 




ction 



...MORE PU«- L! 

■MORE CLIMB! 



Great streamlined Diesels, 
blasting their horns! Mighty smoke- 
puffing locos, sounding their built-in 
two-tone whistles! The world's most exciting 
accessories and operating cars! There's 
everything every boy wants in LIONEL 
TRAINS. Remember, only LIONEL TRAINS 
give you the super-power of Magne-Traction 
. . . and solid steel wheels, die-cast trucks, 
real R. R. knuckle -couplers. They're 
the real thing! See them at your Lionel 
Dealer's and take Dad along! 



NEW TRACK LAYOUT PRINTING KIT 

PLUS SET OF EIGHT FULL-COLOR BILLBOARDS 

WITH THE NEW 19S3 LIONEL CATALOG - 

40 PAGES IN FULL COLOR.' 

LIONEL TRAINS, P.O.Box9,Dept.K,N.Y.46,N.Y. 
□ I enclose 50f for Big-3 Coupon Offer above. 
Q IO« for Catalog Only. 




D.H. 11-MMail to DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 

IPIcow use this side for your own subscription! 
Please enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics. >. 
Include FREE OFFICIAL DELL COMICS CLUB BALL _, 
POINT PEN and olso Dell Comics Club Membership z 

< 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: D 1 yeor-12 iiiues $1.00 -i 

□ 2 yeail-24 itiusi $1.85 Q 3 yeart-36 issue* $2.70 ,_ 



10W. 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y.Dept. ii-RR 

(Please use this side (or gift subscription! 
Please enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics. 
Include FREE OFFICIAL DELL COMICS CLUB BALL 
POINT PEN and also Dell Comics Club Membership 
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Canada: □ 


V 


$1.20 


D2yri 


$2.00 


Q 3 yrs. $3 


.00 
ON 



enclosing remittance for $ in full payment 

ENCLOSE GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 



YOU SURE ARE 
GETTING LOTS 1 
OF MAIL THESE / 
DAYS, ROY.' -A 


YES-AND MOST OF 
IT FROM BOYS AND 
GIRLS WHO WANT 
TO SUBSCRIBE TO 

ROY ROGERS f 

COMICS.' ' 
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EVERYONE SEEMS TO WANT ONE OF 
THESE FREE DELL COMICS CLUB 
BALL POINT PENS ...AND NO WONDER.' 




TV 




it's as handsome a pen as you'll ever 
see.with shiny green barrel golden 
clip and gold lettering on the side.. . 
writes as quick as/ 

AWINK,T00/ v 

And it's so easy to own one. Just mail the coupon 
above with $1 for your full year subscription to Roy Rogers 
Comics and you're entitled to this handsome pen. What a 
bargainl . . . just $1 for 12 adventure-filled issues of Roy 
Rogers Comics and you receive a membership card in the 
Dell Comics Club and this wonderful ball point pen FREE. 

HURRY! CLIP THE COUPON NOW! 



DELL COMICS CLUB 



